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the lad quite natural; she seemed, rather, to be talking
at her observant neighbour. The forced repose of her
manner was. Otto felt, the mark of an initial uneasiness.

His feelings were roused. The hunt was on. He
lingered over his meal, staring at the woman incessantly
during a full hour until at length he could have drawn
every curve of her face, while his eyes had secretly
caressed each nook and fold of her splendid body. A
heavy shroud of darkness had fallen over the country-
side, blotting out the forest whose trees continued to sob
as though they were frightened children, for the rain-
clouds were stretching eager fingers towards them,
grey and full of menace. Shadows had gathered in the
corners of the room, and an oppressive silence hung like
a pall upon the groups clustered round the dining-tables.
Sternfeldt noticed that the lady's chatter with her son
became more and more forced under the burden of this
silence, became more and more artificial and soon would
have to cease. A test occurred to his mind. He got up,
and, walking very slowly, with his eyes glued on the
window, he passed close to her without giving her a
glance, and disappeared through the doorway. Suddenly
he reappeared as if he had forgotten something and had
come back to fetch it. She was caught in the trap, for
he found that she had been gazing with lively interest
at his retreating figure.

Baron Otto von Sternfeldt was enchanted at the suc-
cess of his ruse, and waited patiently in the entrance-
hall. She soon came out of the dining-room holding her
boy by the hand, fluttering the pages of some magazines
as she passed the big hall table, and showed a few of the
illustrations to the little boy. As if by chance, the baron
too, approached the table, pretending he wanted to read
a paper but in reality that he might get another glimpse
into those lustrous eyes, perhaps, even, say a word or
two. . . . However, the woman turned abruptly away,